Catching a Prophet

Nothing is wrong with old age, it adds flavour, he told himself as Inspector Hatimy stared into the mirror. He wasn’t content with life, he worked as an inspector in a bad city.  Staring at his reflection he remembered his first day on the force. He was a rookie, fresh out of the academy; he was assigned to another inspector. The first 5 minutes on the job the inspector was driving him along the streets. His words were still fresh in his head. “Hatimy, look out the window, there’s crack heads, junkies, paedophiles, woman beaters, prostitutes…and this is the good part of town. If you mess with any of them, you’ll end up dead. Every cop on the force, is corrupt. And if you think you’re above it all your will end up like my last rookie - 6ft under.” That day his inspector had taken him around town, telling him what he could or could not do. The police had a secret deal with the gangs. Keep off the main streets, don’t hurt the innocent. And we won’t get in your way…For a price of course. The gangs kept to it, they paid the cops in advance to look the other way.  Old age, was getting to him, he had recently been breaking some of the old rules, which the gangs had set. Arresting the lower class criminals, and getting in the way of the big guys. Although the gangs had made him rich, gave him enough money to buy a nice house and drive a nice car. But this was blood money, tainted. He hated his lifestyle. He hadn’t done one great thing as a police man. He always told himself, once I get high enough with enough power, I’ll make a difference then. Now that he’s inspector he’s still not doing anything to make a difference. And he’s nearing retirement age. He straightened his tie in the mirror.

Eternal damnation here I come

His job hadn’t been made easy; he had been assigned a serial killer to catch. The papers called him a delusional psychopath. He would stalk his victims, and when he saw them commit one of the mortal sins he would execute them in a way that reflects their life. Hatimy thought to himself, this guy must have a field day with this city, everywhere you look someone was committing, Lust, Gluttony, Greed, Sloth, Wrath, Envy and Pride. In this city, you’ll be lucky not to see someone committing all seven at once. The city its self wasn’t bad at all; it had 2 parks, it was quite open, the buildings were all new, It was the people inside of it. It is like being in a war zone. Everyone is looking to profit from someone’s misery. No wonder this city had more serial killing maniacs than any other.

The case file on the Prophet was huge. In under a year he had killed 25 people, and with each murder there was a note. The police never got a finger print or DNA off the killer. They had the worst luck with him; it was almost as if God didn’t want him to be caught. He killed randomly - sometimes you wouldn’t hear anything for a month, and then he would kill 3 in a row. With 25 killings you would think the police would make him a high priority, but in this town he wasn’t seen as a threat. It made Hatimy sick to his core. It had been a week since the last killing, Hatimy had no idea how he picked his victims, or planned his attacks. Hatimy’s mobile phone rang, it was a poly tune of Mad world. An ironic tune, that was saved for when the police needed to contact Hatimy, like when he needed to visit a murder scene or something. Mad world summed it all up; it just didn’t make sense to him. Hatimy played by the sick rules and left it at that, he’ll be retiring soon. There was another shooting and a stabbing; a jealous boyfriend got a bit trigger happy leaving. Apparently the Prophet had left 3 notes at the scene.
Hatimy arrived at the scene. The press were already outside taking photos, 5 officers were keeping them at bay, not letting them get in the house. Hatimy walked straight through unnoticed by the press. A powerful odour reached Hatimy, he knew the smell, it was of death and sure enough around the corner a dead teenage boy lying stone cold on the floor. A knife stuck out from him, and his clothes were red with his blood. A folded A4 sheet lied on top of his body. The paper was soaked in blood. It made the pages red and translucent yet the black ink inside of the note, shone through. “Lover’sWrath”
Moving on into the room, two more victims were lying on a bed. Hatimy noticed that the smell had become unbearable for one of the inexperienced officers; he stepped over the vomit and went towards the bed. Two naked youths, both seemed to be dead from gunshots, and at their feet 2 notes lay at the foot of the bed. The first “Pride’s Bride” the second slightly less poetic but it still got what was needed across. “Lustful Heart”. 
As an inspector in this city I knew a few tricks, I also knew a lot about this Note leaving Prophet. That was his weakness. His notes were his gimmick; we always tried to keep them out of the press’ eye. These crimes were statements to the world. He punished people for their sins, and he wanted the world to see what happens when you commit a deadly sin. It was hard to keep the strange ways he killed people a secret. There were too many ways people could leak that out to the press. A fellow corrupted cop, there was an abundance of those around looking for some quick cash. Or maybe it’s leaked at the morgue, morticians are strange creatures they always give me the creeps, I wouldn’t put it past one to sell a few details. Or the most common and probably the most haunting are by family members. They are privy to the information of how a loved one dies, and instead of trying to help the police they go and sell there story to the papers. I hadn’t really got a good chance to provoke him yet, this would be my chance. I walked up to Officer Jerome Brosnan, pasty white faced guy. He was dependable, one of the few uncorrupted cops left. I admired his attitude, but as soon as he hits the higher ranks, he’s going to cave and look back at all these years of playing it straight and wish that he could have taken the bribe sooner.
“I want you to tell the press, that this is some Goth sex party gone wrong. Their deaths are unfortunate but nothing twisted to suggest the work of the Prophet.” Jerome nodded and walked out the room.

I spoke openly in the room, I didn’t have a team to work with. I normally bark orders until I get what I want.

“Find out who these people are, then I want a warrant to search each of there homes.” I looked at the vomit on the floor once more. 

“Who did this?” A small officer stepped forward.

“I did sir. This is my first time at a crime scene sir. It’s the smell.”

“I suggest you get used to it, now listen before the evidence team get here to bag and tag everything, I want you to take those 3 notes, put them in a yellow envelope. Put a cheap stamp on it, and mail it to my office, you understand?” He nodded and went about to collect the notes. I had done the same with all the other notes; I was going to force this son of a bitch out in to the open. Make him want to go public, where I can set a trap for him.
The coffee in Hatimy’s hands grew cold, his mind was searching for a trap; one that he was sure would attract the prophet out of the darkness. He knew what had to be done. A casino was opening up in town, it would have 100’s of people gambling for money, that’s got to be the Greed sin.  No doubt the Prophet would strike there, especially now that I robbed him of his glory, his recognition. But who would he hit, the high rollers or the big losers? His profile indicates he normally hits people on a high. So it’s probably the big winners, which means he’s going to be there watching them. He would have to camp out in the casino, watching all the high winners. Watching the people greedy of the high winners, he would strike quick deterring people not to go in. It’ll be on the opening night. In the meantime, there was this new murder; it was unconventional to say the least. He had manipulated people into killing each other. He had probably only met the shooter, the prophet got lucky there, the shooter died of a knife wound from the female. If he had stayed alive the prophet would have got him later. 
An hour later Hatimy received the identities of the teenage victims, Kevin the male shooter was the boyfriend of the girl Michelle. The lustful male was James, totally unconnected. Hatimy was on the way to Kevin’s house, apparently they had found a diary. It had detailed information on the prophet. There was a name and a description. This was a gift from heaven, as Hatimy’s car pulled up in the drive way. He was greeted by an officer who handed him an open diary. The open pages had an Oriental face on it, Kevin was quite the artist, this could be handy. The face was young and unblemished, with a baseball hat on. Underneath it was the inscription. “This is the face of the Jeremy, he showed me the truth” It went on to describe how Kevin felt betrayed and was in a turmoil that only death of Michelle could solve. Hatimy stared at the face of Jeremy. This was the Prophet. 

A week flew by, the general public heard of nothing about the Prophet’s killings. Infact everything was too quiet. The calm before the storm, Hatimy had secretly prepared a massive surveillance of the new casino, there were over 50 plain clothes officers in the building. It was also a casino/hotel. 24 hours of constant gambling. Great for the addicts, even better for the drug lords and lone sharks. The casino would buy drugs from the drug lords and on certain “special” games rather than winning chips, you win cocaine. Of course the gangs informed the police about this even before the hotel was open. In turn the police force would get a cut of the dealings, this hotel/casino was going to make a lot of people happy. It was 5 minutes before the doors open, there was already a crowd of 100’s of people outside ready to get in and lose their money. Hatimy was in the security room with 5 other officers searching the crowd for the Prophet. Time passed by quickly it was 2 hours in till Hatimy spotted it. A guy walked straight into the casino dressed in a suit. He took out a baseball hat from inside his jacket, and walked straight through the casino, He acted differently to everyone, he didn’t look around, he wasn’t smiling yet he wasn’t unhappy. A straight face, he walked to the end of the casino to the lifts at the edge of it all. Hatimy leaped from his seat. 

“Where does  that elevator go?!” He asked. The officer pressed some buttons.
“The roof”
Hatimy rushed 3 flights of stairs with 2 armed officers, as he came out on to the roof with his gun held high. There the prophet was standing with a small black detonator in his hand

“Hello detective” He smiled from under his hat.
“Hello Jeremy” Hatimy moved slightly closer as his two officers slowly circled round.
“I am very upset with you detective, you’ve been hiding Gods work, I thought you would have agreed with my work”

“This town is corrupt and full of sin, but murdering one person at a time won’t change anything.”

“That’s right detective, which is why I have this in my hand. A detonator linked to 4 bombs I already placed in the casino. God plans ahead.” A huge stack of paper lay on the roof top. 
“There are over 2000 A4 sheets of paper with the word Greed written on them. Can you afford 2000 deaths detective? Now tell your police friends to get off the roof.” Hatimy looked at his men, and gestured to go wait downstairs. Just as the officers disappeared into the roof. The prophet put his hands together, as if he was ready to pray…with a military detonator in his hand.

“God has been kind so far. But I am his prophet and I bring his message of change.” Hatimy was sizing the 
Prophet, the bullet from his gun travels at around 200 metres per second. He’s 10 metres away. One shot in the head wont give him enough time to react. He would be dead.
“Jeremy what am I doing here talking to you? Why did you let yourself get caught?” Hatimy moved closer pointing the gun at Jeremy.
“You have covered up my work for too long, tomorrow you are going to release all the killings and the notes to the press. You will release all the details.”
“Why would I do that? I could shoot you now if I wanted to. We both know you wouldn’t detonate.” Hatimy moved closer, still aiming the gun right at the Prophet’s head.
“Now detective don’t play dice, you can’t tell what God’s plan is? So my freedom is guaranteed. This little detonator will give me safe passage from the hotel. Now as for why you should release all the details, that’s the best part. Do you know what sin is detective?”
“Letting someone like you take another breath?”
“Sin is the lack of conformity to gods will. Do you know what your sin is?”
“What?” Hatimy was now close enough; he could put a bullet in his head.
“Pride.”
“Pride? How’s that?” Hatimy smiled, Pride? Has he had seen my car, there’s nothing to be proud about there.
“Well you see - you will release all the findings, or else I release your corruption detective. The shady dealings, the abuse of justice, it would ruin your career; you would be put in the same jail with the same scum you used your dirty tactics on. Your Pride used against you, come over here detective and take a good look at all theses sheets of paper.”

Hatimy glanced at the stack of paper, his face was on it. He moved closer still pointing the gun at the Prophet. Hatimy picked up a few sheets, each were covered in Hatimy’s corrupt history. The prophet smiled.

“I could kick the whole pile over and if one person looks at one piece of paper. That’s game over for you.”
Hatimy thought to himself.” Jeremy was partly right, that Hatimy’s sin was pride. Hatimy didn’t care for his own career, he had friends, and they could help him. It’s what the consequences would be. Police force tightens down on bent cops. Gangs get cut off, violence breaks out on the streets and anarchy will break out. 100’s of innocent lives would be lost. All the criminals that were put away would be released. If Hatimy repented his sins and bit the bullet. All hell would be let loose. They had a name and the face of the Prophet now. It wouldn’t be long before they tracked him down again.
“Ok you win; the details of the cases will be in tomorrow’s paper.”
Jeremy smiled and walked towards the roof door. Hatimy was left on the roof, he had just let one of the biggest serial killers of the 21st century go. How many more people would die and what is going to stop him doing it again and again. The only way Hatimy could ever catch him, would be to sign his own sentence in hell. And release a horde of convicted criminals to the streets. The Prophet was the lesser of two evils. Hatimy took out a lighter from his pocket and set the stack of papers on fire. As the papers crackled and burned. A disgruntled officer walked on to the roof. 

“He left the building, sir.” Hatimy nodded in acknowledgement.

“Sir? Why did you let him walk?” Hatimy stared the officer in the eyes. 

“Don’t call me sir, I’ve quit the fore.” With that Hatimy looked at the stack of papers still burning. 

I’m going to get you prophet, silence you before you can ruin me. 

